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orangutans and Doris Day 


ob.ses.sion 


at night 

in the dark 

] draw pictures of you 
and of birds 

sometimes yellow or gray 


1 draw old men, cafés, 
trains and goodbyes 


] draw pictures of cellos and Picasso 
of wine and photographs and dancing 
and of flames 


] always draw pictures of flames 


and at night 

in the dark 

] often wonder 

if you are dancing 
or just burning 


ll 


Costa Rica from snapshot and travel 


in Costa Rica 

the women dance naked 
and the men write songs 
about the trees 

that watch 


in Costa Rica 

the waters are threaded 
with sunlight chickenwire 
and the sky comes and goes 
as it needs to 


in Costa Rica 

the breeze strokes 

the guitar-fine greenery 

and the shadows hang like breath 
on the dancing women 
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painting anna one 


I would paint you as a thin ghost 
sliding between night 

and as a shelf full of fresh fruits 
cantaloupes and honeydew 


I would paint you with satin flesh 
and embered eyes 

with wings 

and delicate breasts 

with thighs of water 

and toes of kisses 


I would paint you across my walls 
spread out on my walls 

if | could catch you midflight 

but you’re never home 

when I call 
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the raincoat murders 


one 

she only danced 

outside in lightning storms 
under typewriter umbrellas 
and he only said 

I love you like daybreak 

when the jukebox was playing 


and he loved her 


like daybreak 


two 

she only tied her stomach 
around the words 
sometimes later 

and goodbye 

and he never slept 

but dreamt often 

that he could 


she dreamt of him 
walking into the Mississippi 


three 

he had a habit 

of writing her name 

instead of wearing a raincoat 
and she said 

it all had to do 

with her dancing 


he asked her if she danced 
only when you write my name she said 
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four 

he only said sometimes later 

and goodbye 

when he was walking into the Mississippi 
and she only 

played the jukebox 

when she watched him sleep 


she listened to Willie Nelson 
and songs about the Mississippi 


he once wrote about goodbyes and daybreak 
and raincoats 
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another novel on the ghosts of tightrope walkers 


on an archipelago 

just south of sunrise 

the ghost of a t.ghtrope walker 
8 trying to dr.nk himself 

into be.ng a writer 


he reads old magazine articles 
about orangutans and Doris Day 
and has become an artist 

in the craft of bending light 


there are handwritten directions 

on how to make Harvey Wallbangers 
covering the dirt floor of his apartment 
and his shadow is tied in knots 

to keep him from falling 


but he falls every time he dreams 
and all day he dreams he’s out of Galliano 


all he really wants to do 


is finish his novel 
on being the ghost of a tightrope walker 
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painting anna pantoum 


and I could paint you dancing 
in brush strokes 


of blue 
curves from lips to breasts 


in brush strokes 
I could make love to you 


curves from lips to breasts 
and thighs 


Icould make love to you 
between breaths and shadows 
and thighs 


you move like poetry across a page 
between breaths and shadows 


of blue 


you move like poetry across a page 
and | could paint you dancing 
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motorcycle sidecars 


birds, sky, flames thirteen 


I saw birds 
carve the sky 
into letters and flames 


I saw birds and flames 
land in trees 

and I saw trees 

burst into flames 


I saw trees 

letter the sky with birds 
and I saw flames 

carve trees into the sky 


and I saw the sky 


I saw the sky 
burst into birds 


into flames 
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bare hands 


an old man asked me 

how to carve sunlight 

and I told him 

that I watched your silhouette 

cross the bedroom early one morning 
he smiled and asked 

if it could be done with bare hands 
and | replied 

when she lets me 
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sculpted 


there is a lady 
always curving 


she would stop 
if she could 


she would stop 
and offer me a drink 


ask me to rub 
her shoulders 


to stay the night 


to wake her 
in the morning 


but she can’t 


she can’t because 
she is always curving 
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of my hand with apologies to Andre Breton 


this is of my hand 

whose skin is day old coffee in too much milk 

whose skin is a weathered canvas speckled brown with paint 

my hand whose outline is a jellyfish in mid-glide 

whose outline is a tattered flag, a windstruck kite, a broom 

whose fingers are white keys of pianos sitting in wait at 
grandmothers’ houses, on grandmothers’ back porches 

whose fingers are aging beams holding churches upright 

whose fingers are over-ripened bananas 

my hand whose nails are windshields on motorcycle sidecars 

whose nails are crescent moons over hills in early afternoons 

whose nails are broken seashells on long thin beaches 

my hand whose knuckles are world war barricades blown apart 

whose knuckles are root structures jutting out from under 
crumbling castles 

whose knuckles are stones and knots and raisins 

whose palm isa dry river bed of cracked mud 

whose palm is a poem written in Sanskrit on the bark of beech 
trees 

whose palm is the inside of coconuts 

my hand whose movements are spiders on tightropes of web 

whose movements are strips of tin inside Russian music boxes 

my hand whose movements are lines of drunken cancan dancers 

this is of my hand 
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untangle the bird five 


a bird hung its silhouette from the horizon 
like two shoes tied together at the laces 
and waited for the moon to plaster itself 
on the backdrop of night 


a bird untied itself from the horizon 

and fell like shower water 

into the rising moon 

trying to extinguish 

the flames that had begun to carve its wings 


a bird cut through the night 

with wings of flame 

separating darkness 

like a cello through silence 

a tongue across your wet lips 

like the moon through broken windows 
and like a man trying to create 
something of an opening 
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the vinyl couch at the coffee bar café 


the vinyl couch at the coffee bar café has room for four 


the first 
a wintered man wrapped in seersucker 
holding an eight ounce coffee pot 
half full of morning in one hand 
while the other hand amuses itself 
by shadow casting a murder of crows 
on the blank wall behind him 
to his left 
a black and white photographer 
peers through an empty glass 
at an old lady’s Japanese fan 
he leans left then right 
trying to best frame the continuing lines 
of the fan onto and into 
the wrinkles of the old woman's face 
and never notices 
the next person over 
who has become a blind man 
resting an antique accordion on one knee 
and a little girl on the other 
the accordion he fingers 
like a drunk typing a Broadway musical 
about clowns and falling 
and the little girl he ignores 
for she is lost and sleeping 
she is dreaming of toe shoes 
and dreaming of older men 
sometimes swordswallowers 
or actors that have known 
the lady on the end 
for she is obsessed with film noir 
and the feeling of cashmere 
and has an empty bird cage at her feet 
the bird let itself out hours ago 
and perches on the lady’s head 
while the lady tries to pen 
a screen name worth repeating 
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and if you take all of them 
the old man 
the photographer 
the blind man 
the little girl 
the beautiful lady 
and the bird 
you find that somehow 
the vinyl couch at the coffee bar café 
made room for six 
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the corner of Ernst and Leopold 


I believe in spontaneous combustion 


turning the corner 
somewhere in a New York City summer 
I found a man 


he’d had too many gin and tonics 
too many out of touch lovers 
too many curves in his spine 
too many t-shirts 
parking tickets 
pockets and ties 
too many ways to get to work 
too many songs in his head 
too many Tuesdays 
raincoats 
telephone numbers 
microwave dinners 
missed trains 
too many people calling him hey you 


and I believe he would have continued burning 
if the lady in curlers two stories above 

hadn’t accidentally doused him 

while watering her balconied sunflowers 
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there was a soft light in San Michelle 


] have weighed the temperature 

of tombstones and silences 

and I have measured the curves 

inside flames and orchids 

I have studied the eyes 

of daughters and promises 

and I can still hear them whispering 
Ican hear them all whispering 

it’s always sunny on the first of November 
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Voghera from snapshot and travel 


.o Vognera 

they have statues of naked gods 
in their backyards 

and dead trees 

in the.r town square 


in Voghera 

they have hungover British men 
on their trains 

and confused women 

forming lines 

for their empty bathrooms 


and in Voghera 

they have greens 

twenty or so 

but you would call them gray 
and they have roads into town 
twenty or so 

and only one road out 

and you would call it gray 
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what really happened to the carnival lovers passing on 
tour through Vienna 


on the corner of Ernst 
and Leopold 

there's a café 

flooded in cappuccinos 
and newspaper-reading 
literary critics 


the cappuccino has risen 

to the edges 

of the critics’ 

corduroy blazers 

and the newspapers 

are all written in foreign languages 
and disappearing ink 


the waitress 

finished chainsmoking months ago 
and is running 

a little slow 

what with all the cappuccino 

and newspapers 


she keeps mentioning 

she recently finished oranges 
a novella 

on two carnival lovers 

that live in a café 


but the literary critics 
don't tip well 

and are busy 

trying to translate 
their latest reviews 
before they disappear 
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and in the café’s only booth 
floating in cappuccino 
between the waitress 

and the critics 

two carnival lovers sit 

and scrawl love letters 

on napkins 


still waiting 

for the fresh squeezed 
orange juice they ordered 
thirty seven weeks ago 

in acafé 

on the corner of Ernst 


and Leopold 
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noah fled pantoum 


An old man sat alone. 


He held a fishbowl and 
he watched three fish swim 
while he whispered to himself. 


He held a fishbowl and 

he wore an old wool blazer 

while he whispered to himself 
about all the train stations he’d seen. 


He wore an old wool blazer 

with pockets full of scribblings 
about all the train stations he’d seen, 
checked his watch and waited. 


With pockets full of scribblings, 
he watched three fish swim, 


checked his watch and waited. 


An old man sat alone. 
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the charcoal sketch 


learning to waltz 


| want to tell you that | watch clocks 
have been watching them 

since the newspaper arrived 

and that I have calendars 

hanging from walls 

and hanging in showers 


1 want to tell you that I collect rain 
in coffee cups at night 

Icollect rain to drink 

from martini glasses by day 


and I want to tell you 

that I have decided 

to learn to waltz 

so that our feet 

have something to talk about 
when | kiss your lips 
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noah fled four 


aman sat on a bench 

in a train station 

and like the flapping of wings 
lifted coffee to his lips 

his eyes like tents 

his eyes like lighthouse attendants 
his eyes slapped on a clock 

like stamps 


a man sat ona bench 

in a train station 

and like the words of an auctioneer 

tried to stay occupied 

his eyes like the curve of shoulders 

his eyes like the hands of pregnant women 
his eyes sewn toa clock 

like buttons 


a man sat on a bench 


in a train station 
and wept 
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Budapest from snapshot and travel 


in Budapest 

the women grow passion in the streets 
and in the train stations 

and the men play pianos 

like dying soldiers write letters home 


in Budapest 

the light allows raindrops 

to walk the alleyways at dusk 
and the darkness writes poetry 
like women entering a room 


in Budapest 

the bridges drink their nights 
chased with moonshine 

while the waters beneath 

dance waltzes 

like sunlight carves cellos at dawn 
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break the pantoum seven 


there is no sunrise 
without you drinking 
black coffee 

naked in the kitchen 
and there is no sunset 
without you reading 
French poetry 

to me from the balcony 


drinking black coffee 
naked in the kitchen 

you are the charcoal sketch 
of a woman curving 


reading French poetry to me 
from the balcony 

you are the string section 

of an evening orchestra 


you are the charcoal sketch 
of a woman curving fingers 
around a ripening pear 


you are the string section 
of an evening orchestra 


you are canvassed watercolors 
and fingers 

around a ripening pear 

and there is no sunset 
without you 


you are canvassed watercolors 
and there is no sunrise without you 
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poetry 


she always smiled 

and arched her back 
when I brushed her belly 
and told her it was poetry 


she always closed her eyes 
and moved her hips 

when I traced her breasts 
and said they were poetry 


she always bent her neck 
and breathed a little slower 
when | kissed her thighs 
and called them poetry 


and she always caught my eyes 
with her eyes 

before she said 

this is poetry 
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poetry 4.95 


These startling poems are wonderfully skillful and imaginative. 
Marstiller’s language flames with novelty and jostles love. Many 


of the love carmen are — and new, tossed with raincoats, 
, oy $ 


new voice. 


—Mary Kratt, author of Small Potatoes 


There is an elusiveness in Spencer Marstiller’s poetry—almost as 
if these poems are whispered next to your ear in a Greyhound in 
the middle of the night, or persisted as faded images from a film 
you never finished watching. 


... he’s brought his influences with him to this gathering of 
words. When the dust clears, though, there is one young voice 
louder and more present than anything else, his voice with all its 
imagistic intensity and verbal fire. 


We will be hearing more from that voice in the coming years. 
I’m sure of it. 


—Denver Butson, author of Mechanical 
Birds and tryptych 
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